we would have nothing to fear from * MolotoflPs eggs', as,
they are called here. The Russian aeroplanes are rather
fond of swooping down and machine-gunning cars on
the roads, and several of my friends here have had to jump
out in a hurry and take cover among the pine trees. How-
ever, as I say* nothing of this sort happened,, and we finally
drew up in a clearing in the forest, where we saw a group
of wooden buildings surrounded by a high, double barbed-
wire fence. So we knew we had arrived at the camp,
We were met by the commandant of the camps who first
of all insisted that we should have lunch with him in his
house, which was in another little clearing just outside the
barbed-wire enclosure. We had an excellent and typical
Finnish meal of eggs* ham, various kinds of fish, and
coffee which is first-rate all over the country. Then we went
into the prison camp. This was originally, and for that
matter still is, an ordinary prison for Finnish civil offenders,
and at the moment there are only twenty or thirty Russian
prisoners of war. However, there is room for about 500
altogether, and I expect it will soon be pretty full, judging
from the number of prisoners that were taken the other day.
The prisoners now are mostly officers from the Russian
Air Force, but there are also a few officers and men who
have been captured from tanks. We all particularly
wanted to see what sort of men these Russian officers are,
and I cannot say, after seeing this lot, that I came away
impressed. They are an average sample—at least I see no
reason to suppose that they are not—and they certainly
compare very unfavourably with the officers of any other
nation I have ever seen,
We wanted to interview them separately, as we thought
that they would be more likely to be expansive in that way
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